George          From ELEGY ANTICIPATING DEATH
Barker
WITHIN abysmal catacombs lie
Branches of flame in darker trees,
The figures of precedented I.
As I under wander, these
Forms which crouch in alcoves
Clasping their cadaverous knees,
Glare down on me. Their eyes are mauves.
Their brows emanate a shade
Like lightless moons or murdered doves:
I wander through as through glade
On glade of glass repeating my I;
I continue, being unafraid
For they are nothing other than am I
Nor I, than they; as though I went
Along the sepulchral gallery
Of death's museum, I present
Reflections of myself in cases
Redoubled by the true content.
They loom down with avid faces
These figures whose flesh is appetite,
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